THE SCUMMY POND	193
No sign of any girl, thin or otherwise, snakelike or other-
wise: nothing but the "scummy pond!" Well, that is not quite
correct, for the ash-tree was very much alive. A pleasant-
stirring air moved in its branches, but this only accentuated the
upward clutch of its orgrish fingers, while it was clear from the
direction of its roots that it derived much comfort from sucking
up the slime of its green-mantled companion.
But he suddenly heard a step behind him; and swinging
round he saw her approaching. She was coming down and not
up Lovers* Lane; and he had time, as he automatically rushed
to meet her, to receive that curious shock, so disturbing to
human sensibility, which occurs when the person we are wait-
ing for turns out to be, in some startling detail, seriously dif-
ferent from the image of them in our mind.
Thuella did not look in the least like his smart "Venetian
Post!" She was less well-dressed for one thing. Her overcoat
had been a tattered object for some while. He remembered
how she had worn it when they went together to the Urgans'
caravan. But on this warm day she wore, in place of any over-
coat, the most old-fashioned, faded, frayed, cloth suit that No-
man had ever seen on the back of a gentlewoman. It was of a
dirty heather colour with a most discouraging effect of muddy
brownishness, and it had a belt which was so frayed and twisted
that it looked as if the girl had used it to drag a restless animal
about or was constantly using it to tie up bundles of sticks. In
place of her usual boyish cap—"It's the warm weather," he
thought, "that's made her bring out all these old things. It's
come too soon for her, before she's had time to buy new ones!"
—she wore one of those big, wide-brimmed, flexible straw hats
that have come periodically into fashion, and gone periodically
out of fashion, since the days of the Stuarts. This hat of Thuella's
looked as if it individually—possibly with other ribbons or
feathers—had gone in and out of fashion since the Wessex re-
volt against James the Second. It certainly looked as if Gains-
borough might have painted it on the head of a great lady,
but in the presence of that pond and that ash-tree and in com-
bination with that brown suit and schoolgirl belt it struck our
friend as the sort of pathetic hat that Wizzie might have bought
The girl's greeting of him was as different from what he
expected as was her attire. She flushed with a childish pleasure
at seeing him and hastened to explain that she had "gone out at

